A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS

"Hoots," retorted Leeby, trying to be
hardy, " Hookey canna be oot o' Tilliedrum
yet."

" He maun hae startit lang syne."

" I wonder at ye, mother, puttin' yersel in
sic a state. Ye'll be ill when he comes/'

" Na, am no in nae state, Leeby, but there'll
no be nae accident, will there ? "

** It's most provokin' 'at ye will think fat
every time Jamie steps into a machine there*!!
be an accident. Am sure if ye would tak
mair after my father, it would be a blessin'.
Look hoo cool he is."

" Whaur is he, Leeby ? "

"Oh, I dinna ken. The henmost time I
saw him he was layin' doon the law aboot
something to Tnowhead."

" It's an awfu' wy that he has o' ga'en oot
withoot a word.   I wouldna wonder 'at he's
no bein* in time to meet Jamie, an' that would
be a pretty business."
** Od, ye're sure he'll be in braw time-"
"'But he hasna ta'en the barrow m* hint,
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